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tal sasily—*
w.?n?;.» y—"“this is Miss Stockdale, Mis’

eol‘éli". heern of her,” muttersed the woman
“Wanter—wanter to see Mis' Tarbox,” bumt

out the Captain, as i
from Lim bodily. if each word TS W

“She's washi !' .h 1
od Mrs. Wilking, oo eBe,” hesitat

“Go on, please,” said Margueri .
mean she does not like ne—n:d‘;::z;o g:.?'

Yessum, ,'h.i 0ld, ye know, an' comin’ to the
poor-house is allus Jooked om ’bout here as a
;%r;: mt an’ she losin' Mason an' her

a
“.;“M-- made her none too ﬁfuly to
“Poor woman,” said the gwest . il
you tell her, please, that Erie Smkd:lol'?kauh-
::'i;' bere to make atonement for her faiher’s

The woman returned guickly with a fright-
;ra;d hf:::in(m.mm :t the washing follo':od
"‘"'I,} Ut the room with a chilly damp-

“No one caru't move her.” she said, with a
warning glanes to the Captain, ‘‘an’. Miss,
resllly she do sﬁx;. on dreful Q-

o guess we' goin’,” said the Captain hur-
rhdlz’.’ “It can be done in writin', Miss Mar-

The girl shook her head. She had
tus': the baby's eaeek with her soft h.n?l.m .
. ‘(;'omm Sol, you and I will go see Mrs. Tar-
tbox.” With genile digoity she passed both ob-
(Jectors and went dows the narrow steps to the
sRitehen. It was a dark, low room with a rusty
i stove, covered with a wash boiler and a big ket-
tie of pea soup, the pauper’s dinner. On a bench
l*\ay the fire sat the crazy Swede, muttering to
“bimeelf in his own language, no one knows what
vague hopes and pathatie remembragees, while
‘the whirr of a saw sounded from the open vhed
door where the blind man, !3:11 marvelous ac-
. curacy, was sawing wood, er the stir-
'ring the clothes in the boiler, or wbirl?:;'s big
[spoon around iu the soup to keep it from
| “eatehin'” was a quaint, small woman clad in a
worn calico, & ginghdm spron, a faded shawl
pioned about her shoulders and & worn plack
cap over her white hair. Her dark eyes were
dim with weeping, her face deeply lined with
the wrinkles of age and sorrow, and her poor
bands distorted with rheumatism. She gave a
sharp, birdlike glace at the stranger and drew
/ap ber straighe, little figure. Though so voor,
ehe was exquisitely neat, and the remembrance
‘of bappier days had given her a brave bearing in
‘dversilg. $ol stepped towards her,

_“Heru Miss Margreet from Seal island,” he
4aid eageriy, “‘mow, Mis' Tarbox, she's come to
do right by ve. She never knowed 'bout the
Artoaf', far iwldhhor myself.”

“Sol speaks the truth,” cried Marguerite,
clasping her trembling hands tizhuy.‘u"Yon
see | counld not know, - and now that my father
is dead and I have heard of this, Fknow it Is my
duty to make amends. My lawyer in New York
has seut me some of my fathers papers. I shall
leave no stone unturned to pay back, if there
'was robbery and want of taith.”

“Dead 1s hel” muttered the woman barshly;
God’s vengeance was s0 slow. If you Knew how
long, how faithfully I've prayed for him to get
bis punishment, you'd wonder I wouldn't re-
joice more that he is dead. Butit'wa's't no
Vug:spce;;l:e ;:;u on gloomily. "A!fl of us
must die; tha e common story for good
aod bad; avd he kept rich and died bro-pozou
after a happy life, not broken by age or suffer-
ing. And they tell me he died peseeftul—him—
sod God forgive me, but my man died wor-
rited an’ worn by long sickness, a0’ my son is
drownded io the sea, an’ [ carn’t see no jestice
in a Providence like that.” She picked up the
clothes-stick, stirring the clothes in the boiler
with vervous baste. The cloud of steam en-
velops everything, dripping on the walls in
great beads. The Swede mumbled sourly while
the blind man stopped his work a moment to
listen to the strange voice.

“Let me tell you!” pleaded Marguerite.

[TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT SUNDAY.|
i

NINE WOMEN TO ONE MAN.

i

Result of a Loog War ia a Peaceful and

. Luxurious Conntry.
Boston Transcript.

Paraguay is surely one of the most favored
lands on earth. There, he says, no insane love
of gold compels the hears to questionable deeds.

'INo political situation bharasses the mird. The
very atmosphere Lreathes peace. The air is
ft and balmy, inviting to repose, and prolifie
ture, throwing about everything bher gar-
jment of rich vegetation, supplies man with all
‘he needs, and beautifies all that his eyes rest
}n n. Paraguay is, indeed, almost a fairyland
\of romance, 50 beauntiful are its manifold At-
! ' The native portion of the population
'is a remnant of the trmbe of Guarani
JIndians, onme of the loftiest tribes
in the grade of civilization of all
the American race. But nothing astonishes the
wisitor to Paraguay so much as the vass pre-
onderance of the f[emale over the male popula-
tion. The proportion is somethiog like niue to
one. This is the result of a long and very fierce
war, in which the Guaranians followed and sup-
a cruel and ambitions ruler through in-
sscribable hardships snd sufferings. This war
wended only with the death of the man who waged
it, and has reduced the whole population to
aabout one-sixth of what it was twenty years ago,
‘leaving only women and boys. These women
/(tbis writer continues) are as besutiful and fair
40 lﬁt upon as can be found in any part of the
wor

They are of medium height, rather slight and
dithe, with finely molded limbs, small, pretsy
hauds and feet, and figures of matchless grace
and beauty that would serve for modeis of the
sculptor’s art. Their. carriage is so easy and
patural as to be almost the poetry of motion, for
the freedom from bhigh-heeled boots and tight
elothing has left their step light, supple and
strong. Their dress is of the simplest form; a
short tunic or wrobe mnot uanlike a
skirt falling to below the knees; and a
shoulder covering mnot unlike a shawl—both
of pure white and adorned with pretty native
lace. They are gracefully worn, and bewiteh~
icely serve to half reveal and balf eonceal the
form beneath. I[n the midday siesta they are
'fond of lying languidly in their hammocks, sip-
ping their mate and singing in their low, swest
voices, yet sad and with a touch of melancholy,
the “‘narancaros,” or songs of the orange gath-
erers, or those other strange weird songs of
tteirs whose words are all of love. o
what need to do aught else in a land so blessed
as theirs!

Liviag eatirely upen fruils and vegetables
that are secured with but little effors; unmoved
by the ambitions schemes of the money-making
Europeauns, upon whom they look wit:o?uum-
ing wonder, and possessed languid, voluptuous
patures that are fostered by the climate, whas
else should they do save love, and dauce, acd
sing! Danciog is their only pastime, sod into
that they tbrow the whole spirit of their
joyous mpature. The slighteet excuse is
all that is pecessary for getting up a ball,
at which the whole npeighborhood at
once assembles. The girls and women are
dressed only in the robes described. The men
wear white linen trousers and red ponchos. The
dances are iz guaiot original figures, but nearly
always very graceful. Sometimes the festivi-
ties will be kept up through the entire night,
after which the participants will gaily return to
their occupations, of whatsoever nature, always
contented, slways bappy. Sometimes there will
be a grand contribution picnie, at some distant
point, where the dancing will be kept up the
round of a whole twenty-four hours. For truly
these people live but to be happy through the
livelong day. _ :

A‘ter reading this one is not surprised to hear
that many visiting Europeans, Eoglishmen
smong the rest, have settied down in the coun-
try. *“Who would not rather become s lotus-
eater among the lotus-eaters, and seftle down
upomnsthe sunny hillside or shady river baoks
amid fragrant and fruitful orsoee groves, to
forget a regretted past, aud live only in the bap-
Py present, waited upon by the stmple white-
robed Indian womap—devoted, affectionate and
surpassingly fairi”

{
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Do Figures Lie?
Epence’s Paper.
Do figures lie? Let us see )
Two f:tm-n had thirty chickens each, which
they took to market. They sereed to divide
equally the proceeds of their sale.

One sold her chickens two for §1, getting for
ber thirty chickens §15.

The other sold hars three for $1, getting for
ber chickens $10. g

This made #25 realized on the sixty chickena

Td{;a merchant called to divide the money
paid:

“You sold your thirty chickens two for £1,
and you sold your thirty chickens three for $L
That makes sixty chickens st the rate ol ‘five
for 82 Well, five into sixty goes twalve times
—twice twelve is twenty-four. That makes $24
your chickens brought.”

But as shown abeve, the women a¢ had

825 in their pocketa. Acnd yet the m t's

figures ware right.
Do figures lie!

e — ——
Sheridan's Last Ride.

At an entertainment st this place last June,
sbortly after Sheridan was strickes, J. W.
Thompeon was ansounced to read “Sheridan’s
Ride,” to which be added the following
But Sherdan rides on his last long ride, |

d his life goes ont like the ebbing tide;

or tae rough sea of time bears him out asd down—
As bis war-Lorse bore bim tromn Winchester towa—
And the Nation stands sadly with "bated bresth,
While the hevo of Winchester rides bravely to death!

own through h:i.:o ;nist. o:ht..ao Nation's tears,

goes with his glory— lory of years—
From the fame of that dsy.!ron the land ha helped

sawve,
To the home of the hero—past the gloom of thagr
lad

ADELAIDE NEILSON'S HOME

A Summer Trip to the Yorkshire Birth-
place of the Beautiful Actress,

————

Humble Birth and Early Life of the Futare
Queen of the Stage—As Errand-Girl and Fac-

tory Hand—Her Discovery of Her Birth.

————

Special Correspondence of the Indianapolis Journal.

Loxpow, Aug. 1L—The American tourist
in the Yorkshire region of England is apt
to wseek first the village of Haworth
which the fame of Charlotte Bronte has
made interesting, and then go to Guiseley,
the home of the great actress, Adelaide Neilson.
Itisa trip of seven miles from Bradford to
Guiseley, and the ride through the country is
exceedingly pleasant. Guiseley, like Haworth,
has grown considerably of late years, and now
it is more of a manufacturiog town than a vil-
lage. In the girlhood of the actress it had bdat
one school-house and swo churches, but now the
public schools, as well as the railroad station,
attest the fact that the place is of importance as
a manufscturing center, and possesses all the
accessories of a growing town.

No region in England is richer in historic as-
sociation than this rame Yorkshire country, but
one has to have a knowledge of its past or be
rich in the personal acqusintanes of itd accom-
plished historian, Mr. J. Horsford Turner, to
appreciate the fact fully. Mr. Turner is, by the
way, an old friend of a Yorkshireman whom
we all love, Rev. Dr. Robers Coliyer, and he is
consequently genial and hospitable toward all
who are from his friend’s adopted country. To
know Mr. Turner and his books is to be fitted to
appreciate Yorkshire, and all things animare
and inanimate in it

Fortunately for me I had tne additional ad-
vantage of a long-standing acquaintance with
one of Mr. Turner's gifted townsmen, Mr. Wm.
Seruton, to whose friendly service I am indebted
for much that I learned of Adelaide Neilson and
ber family.

This unprepossessing town of Guiseley was
her home from her fourth to her seventecenth
year, and the few people here who remember
ber at all have much to say of her gentle, win-
some ways and her remarkable beauty of per-
son. Her mother and her stepfather moved to
the place from an adjoining town soon after their
marriage, taking with them this little girl, who
thereafter was called Lizzie Bland. Her moth-
er's maiden name was Browne, and her child had
been styled Lizzie Browne aftsr her.

Mr. Bland was a paper-hanger by trade and
was a good workman, so that soon after they
were established in a small habitation in a sec-
tion of the village calied Green Bottom, he ob-
tained steady employment. An old Yorkshire
woman who knew the household at this time,

said that Mrs. Bland had a sad, soured natare, buy

that Lizzie was a "‘bonnie lass,” with her long
curls, and her eyes that ‘“looked the love right
out of you and took it to herself.” This was the
happiest time of the child’s life, before there
were other children to divide her mother’s atten-
tion, and while she was yet voung enough to
fesl no care of life. She did not then know that
she was branded with the shame of illegitimaey.
or that the comonpiace man whom she thocgsht
her father was not related toher. Recalling the
lovely being we knew as Adelaide Neilson, and
her ap ¢6 in such roles as *Julies,”
“Viola,” Cymbeline.,” and *‘‘Pauline,” it was
hard imagine her the child of such a home
and such surroundings as were depicted before
us Disenchantment is the portion of all who
go to Guiseley with any hope of finding a bright
background to the early life of this womanu,
whose exquisite personality commanded the ad-
miration of all hearts. I could not learnof a
romantie inecident ecomnected with the young
girl’'s career; I could but recall the pathetic,
wistful look often seen in her great, lominous
eyes, and understand it in the face of all these
revelations. There was a tightening of the
bheart-strings as I listened to the kind soul who
chatted with me in subdued sadness of the little
girl she had known so well, who had gone away
and ecome back *“a grand lady.” All
the econtradictions of Neilson's nature
I understood thoroughly well Dbefore
I had left her old acquaintance,
and 1 could bat wish that those who have harsh-
ly condemped the great actress could have
heard this loving, loyal tribute to a dutiful
daughter, who was as well a household drudge
and factory girl at one and the same time,

*Unquestionably Adelaide Neilson was the
most remarkable product of this place,” I said
to my friend as we walked away. “Yes,” he
answered, and then, with a deprecating shrug
of the shoulders, he added: ‘‘And she was pot
pative to the soil, nor had she more tha: half
Eoglish blood in her veins,” He went on to say
that Mrs Bland had once told bim that her
daughter was born at Leeds, and that her
father was a man of high birth. His name or
any other particular relating to him she would
never tell, and now it was too late %0 hope to
learn anything further of the parentage of her
gifted ebild.

Putting all I had gathered of the facts of Mrs.
Bland's life together, I concluded that in her
early girlhood she had been very much in love
with some star actor, who played amengagement
or engagements at Leeds (where she was a mem-
ber of a stock company for several years), and
that the little Lizzie was his child That this
man was fond of her and of the child is attested
by the letters he wrote her, and which were one
day found and read by the elsven-year-old girl,
wko came upon them as she was ssarching iv a
forbidden bureau-drawer for something to read.

Mrs. Bland preserved with zealous care her
old stage studies and the letters of her lover
after she bad married Mr. Bland and become the
mother of several children, and she had a difi-
cult and awkward role to play when the little
girl confronted her with the knowledee of her-
self which she had gained, aad demavnded to
konow all that was tobe told. It has been thought
by many that the girl at thas time made her
mother promise never to reveal the name of her
father. or to betray the fact of her illegitimacy.
Mrs. Biand kept her promise until her daughter
died, and then she told part of the truth. She
was anxious to have it known that Adelaide in-
bherited her artistic talentfrom ber, and time and
poverty had worked such a halo over her early
career that she now believed she had been a
real actress herself in the days when she was in
the stock company of the Lieeds theater. She
was always a weak, vain and sentimental wom-
an, but it is due her to say shat she deeply and
devotedly Joved her child; in fact, with the per
versity of our common human nature, she felt a
far deeper affection for this offspring of passion
than she did for the legitimate issues of her
very commonplace marrisge. The echild felt all
this, while she keenly realized her mother’s dis-
bhooor, and she never forgot 1t while she lived.

As I look up and down the village street,
where she walked day by dey., serving her
mother as errand girl, or nurse for the younger
children, I thought of the wonderful courage
and ambition that impelled the poer girl to
stady and strive, believing that her destiny was
to be different from that of her associates. It
is a singular fact, but there is but one place in
Guiselsy associated with her in the least. The
house she lived in in Green Bottom has been torn
away, as also the factory she worked in, long
ago. The parish sechool-house, where she
studied for a little time snd outstripped all ber
companions, has been removed, and also the old
churck in which she attended Sunday-school.
Strange to add, the bouse which the famous
actress bouzbt and gave to her mother as soon
as she had earned money—and which she had
onece visited—it, too, has been taken away.

The home of Mr. Pa.dhnt.t. Iwhc;n sh: was ohm-

as a nurse, 1s the on!y piace there that
g:;:e:' any stretch of the imagination, belinked
with bher name, and, unfortusately, it was
olosed and the family were away. 1 wanted to
see Mrs. Padgett, who koew the unhaopy girl
well and bad used her inflnence to keep her
from leaving ber family. DSut the motives
which led her to decide upon this step, I think,
are easy to understand. She was a very beauti-
ful and peculiarly magnetic being, and sbhe was

gifted and ambitious. She encountered
disagreeable  acquaintances among the
factory men and boys whom she

., and she hated the sordid life
f:::n and trouble her mother endured. It all
combined to weaken her self-respect, and at
lass, driven to desperation by an insult whieh
she received from a souree not to bu expected,

she resolved to go away and never returo. She

_was atteched to her family, for her nature was

b shat she conld not’ live wikbout affection,
'\:et she was determined to leave the hated place
aud try to earn & living in London. Fortu-

for her she was aware of her talents and
krew just what she wanted to do, and the faet
that her parents had both been on the stage
made ber sure that she eould succeed in that

a.'ll'd.h. road that she followed the night that she

of her kind employers—Apperly
Ei'd:. wbh.::ahom to reach the station

with bleeding feet and s hungry heart! Who
ehall condo;: her fanlts or parade her sorrow-
ful failin -

Mrs. Bl:'nd is still living near Guiseley, and I

was apaious to see her, though I knew that her

mind was well-nigh gone, and nothing was to be

¢d by the mf; g%‘in:nlo who had known her
n other years told me that she was an utterly
uninteresting person at best, put I wanted to
soe her, nevertheless. Her home 18 in a subardb
ecalled Yeadon, snd the house is a little brick
cottage, one of four, standing oD what was
called Swaim Hill. I amsure I do not know
why it was ealled any kind of a hill, but i went
on to the last of the four fhmth p::t';t:l: .l“r:

] or the o™

Bhers Hardly responaibie for the impresic  she
creates pow, and I must not say much of that
visit Sheis a wreek, drifting until the tide
comes in that will wash her out to the eternity
beyond our human borizon.

rs. Bland is a tal), spare W
Pl‘“:{ once, when her eyes
com

, and grim, and cold. She bad a faded-out
T:{. ::d :: air that made me think of thestri-
cal tatters in every sense of the word Her
voice was harsh vulgar, and horhn:::r 80
superficial that it weuld require mue ac-
curate koowledge than Galton has given
us in his study of ‘‘Heredity” to under-
stand the reasons for relationship between
this woman and her daughter. Adelaide Neil-
son's soft eyes looked down upon me from pho-
tographs hanging on the wall, and the poise of
ber exauisite head was outlined before me as [
noted the ill-shaped form of her mother. A re-
mark that was onee uttered by Miss Neilson was
recalled as 1 watched with kindly feelings this
greatly-to-be-pitied woman. “My life was once
borrible,” she said to an acqusintance, Who had
been talking with her of her triumphs I noder-
stood it better, and also the woman who made
it, after seeing her mother.

It will be remembered that Adelaide Neilson
was for fourteen years the wife of Phillip Lee,
and that the earlier part of her married life was
extremely happy. nowing that the father of
ber husband, the Rev. Mr. Lee, Stoke Bruen,
Northamptonshirs, was deeply attached to her,
and that her summers were spent with bis fam-
ily at their pleasant parsonage home, I tried to
find ont if Mrs. Bland could tell me something
of them. *“No!” “Had she ever met her
daughter’s husband?” She shook her head, say-
ing, “‘Adelaide was an angel upon earth, baut
she is dead.” The woman who lives yith her
ventured the remark that she seamed to think a
great deal of her daus iiter’s death, but she rarely
spoke of her other children, all of whom were
dead save one son. The friend with me observed
that Mrs, Bland had never been to her daugh:
ter's grave, and the woman added that this was
true, and that she did not go to the fuperal. I
learned that the mother mever received any of
the somvenira given her celebrated daughter in
various parts of the world, and that she had few
reminders of her later life. She treasured the
little dresses that her daughter wore as a child,
and also & hat and & pair of shoes which were
hers in babyhood.

I soon realized that I knew more of the career
of ths actress than did those from whom I was
tryiog to gain inlormation.

The visit was painfully disagreeablg: the sur-
roundings stified me; I felt that I leave
thatstufly, garish room, aod be out under the
trees and hear the birds sing again. It was all
sadly disappointing, and for a long time I felt
depressed and miserable. Then my thought
flashed to that flower-covered grave in Bromp-
ton Cemetery, within sound of the roar of Lon-
don, and I was comforted, krowing that with it
all—life's shadows and sunshine—she had done
forever, and “Gifted and Beaotiful,” sbe was
“Resting.” Lavura C. HoLLOWAY.

—
HUMOR OF THE DAX.

———— -
No Room for Him.
Brooklyn Eagle.

“] bear,” said Mr. Glummer, ‘‘that young
(Giddy has gone to the insane ssylum.” *Sof”
answered his partner; “‘business troubles” ‘‘No;
loneliness. He married a girl with a mission
about a vear ago, and.has ouly seen bher twice
since, and both times at board meetings.”

Deficient Mentally.

New York Sun. .

Dumley (whose eradit is not first-class)—1I say,
Brown, can you lend me £10 for a few days?”

Browa (reluctantly pullingont aroll of bills)
w]—or—g'pose 1'll have to, Dumley.

Dumley—Thanks. You seem to have plenty
of money, old fellow.

Brown—Yes, I seem to have more money than
brains.

A Severe Test.

Minneapolis Tribune,

*“I love you and will marry you,” said the
Iowa girl to her Chieago lover, *if you will sat-
isfy me on one point—that you are not an Agn-
archist.”

“I will do it if it costs me my life,” he said,

shuttiog his teeth hard together. *“I will take
a bath.”
*Noble, generous Alphonse; I am yours."”

-
Grace After Meat.
Brooklyn Eagle.
Hard-working Tramp~~Haven't you got a cord
or two of wood yoa want sawed after breaktast!
Astonished Housewife (eagerly)—Indeed I
have, and 1 want it sawed right away.
Hard-working Tramp (eageriy)—Its & go!
Eats breakfast for turee, and rises up to go, re-
markiog, “'I'll keep my eyes open, and it foue A
man in our line who looks as though be would
hike to saw that wood I'll send him along.”
i -
An Essential Preliminary,
Burlington Free Presa, !

Young Man to County Clerk—Say, I waant a
marriage license.

Cierk—Lady’s name, please,

Young Man (astonished)—Got to have that in?

Clerk—Of course.

Young Man—Well, say, you be kinder niling
the thing in, and I'll run around the corner and
bunt up somebody. You see I'm a stranger in
mn and I dido’t know you had to get the girl

| 4

i

She Knew What She Wanted.
Time.

One philanthopist bas gone wrong. She was
from the flower mission, and as she entered the
diogy ballway of that East-side tenement houee,
she seemed to brighten everything around her
with the sweet influence of chairty,

“I calied, Mrs. Flaoner;, to ask you what
kind of bouquet you would prefer for Sunday.
We are to have a large lot from & Hudson ri
greenhouse, acd I shought I would give yo
your choice.”

“Hivin sev yez,” said the poor woman, ‘‘an
bricg yez long life, an’ if it's th'sem t' yez, OV
like & ecabbage-flower, an'a caulifiower, an a
bate-flower, an’ a squash-flower wid' a few
shprigs av pertaty flower an’ corn-flower. and all
shprinkled over wid ¢common, ivery-day flour,
me leddy.”

-
The Number of the Stars.
Profeasor Holden in August Century.

The total number of stars one can see will de-
pend very largely upon the clearness of the a*-
mosphere and the keenness of the eye. There
are in the whole celestial sphere about 6,000
stars visible to an ordinarily good eye. Of these,
however, we can never see more than a fraction
at any one time, because a haif of the sphere is
always below the horizon. If we conld see a
star in the horizon, as easily as 1n the zenith, a
half of the whole nombver, or 3,000, would be
visible on any clear npight. But stars
near the horizon are eeen through so
great a thickness of atmosphere as greatly
to obscure their light, and only the brightest
ones can there be seen. As a result of this ob-
scuration, 1t is not likely that more'than 2,000
stars can ever be taken in ata single view by
any ordinary eye. About 2,000 other stars are
so near the South pole that they never rise in
our latitudes. Hence, out of 6,000 supposed to
be visible, only 4,000 ever come within range of
our vision, unless we make a journey towards
tha equator.

As telescopic power is inereased, we still find
stars of fainter and fainter light. Bat the num-
ber cannot go on inereasing forever in the same
ratio as with the brighter magnitndes, because,
it it did, the whole sky would be a blaze of
starlight. If telescopes with powers far ex
ceeding our present ones were made they would
no doubt show new stars of the twentieth and
twenty-first, ete., marnitudes. But it is highly
probable that the number of such sueccessive or-
ders of stars would not increase in the same
ratio as is observed in the eighth, ninth and
tenth magnitudes, for example. The enormous
labor of estimating the number of stars of such
classes will long vrevent the ascumulation of
statistics on this guestion; but this much is cer-
tain, that in special regions of the sky, which
have been searchingly examined by various
telescopes of successively increasing apertares,
the number of new stars found is by
no teans ia proportion to the increased
instrumental power. If this is found to be true
elsewhere, the conclusion may be that, after all,
the stellar system can be experimentally shown
to be of finite extent and to contain only a finite
pumber of stars. In the whole sky an aye of
average power will see about 6,000 stars, as 1
have jost said. With a teleacope this nuamber
is greatly 1ucreased, and the most powerful tele-
scopes of modern times will show more than 60,-
000,000 stars. Of this pumber, not one out of a
hundred has ever been catalogued atail. * * *
In all, 314,926 stars, from the first to the 9

maguitudes, are contaived in the nerthern sky %

or about 600,000 in both hemispheres. All of
these can be seen witk three-ineh objeet glass.

AYER's Sarsaparills never befors eg its
presens daily record of marveleus ¢
_ o B e i gl
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omag, perhaps
were bright and her JL .
exion good, but the face one sees now is | -

e

',11‘:.1 you what I like thohb?t—
umtm

'Bout the time atnwhcriel':::lts
On the vine—some afternoon,
Like to jes' git out and rest,

And not work at nothin' else!

Orchard’s where I'd ruther be—
Noedn 't fence it in fer me!

Jes’ the whole skv overhead,

And the whole airth underneath—
Sorto’ s0's & man kin breathe

Watch the nn.ll.:;s moﬁls:l' past

"Bout as as eou

Er the Bop;:'nm r’:i:o and wﬁ
some other’'s whistle is.

Keteh a shadder down below,

Axnd look up to find the crow;

Era bhawk way up there,
"Pearantly froze in the air!

Hear the old hen squawk and squat
Over e chiek she's got,
Suddint-like!—And she knows where
That air hawk is, as well as you!—
You jes’ bet yer life she do!—

Eyes a-glitterin’ like glass.

Waitin' till he makes a pass!

Pewees’ singin’, to
My opinion's second
gi‘gou;l'l hear hi:‘n more fl less;
ucks gittin’ down to bi
Weedin' out the lonlomenll:';
Mr. Bluejay full of sass
In them ball elothes of his,
o n' round the orchard jes'
ke he owned the premises!
gn:: g'at in the fields elln sizz,
at fiat on back, 1 guess,
In the shndo":’whm the glory is!
That's jes' what I'd like to do
Stiddy for a year or two!

Plague ef they ain't sompin’in
Work 'at kindo' goes agin

My convietions!—'long about
Heore in June especially!—
Under some old spple tree,
Jes' a-restin’ through and through,
I could git along without
Nothin' else at all to do,

Only jes' a*wishin’ you

Was a-gittin' there like me
And June was eternity!

Lay out there and try to see
Jes' how lazy you ean be!
Tumble around and souse

In the clover-bloom, or

Yer straw hat acrost yer eyes,
And peek through it at the skies,
Thinkin' of old chums 'at’'s dead,
Mazebo smilin' back at you

In betwixt the beautiful

Clouds o' gold, and white, and bluel
Mounth a man kin railly love—
June, you know, I'm talkin’ of!

Allmruh l&n&:‘?u nothin’ new!
's er too
Bsnnh for me! and May—I jes'
'Bominate its 'promlul—
Little hints o’ sunshine and
ﬁrfoon gound the timber-land—
ew blossoms, snd a few
Chip-birdsand a s er two—
Drap and it turns in,
'Fore daylight, and snows agin!
But when June comes—Clear my throst
With wild honey! Rench my hair
In the dew! and hold my coat!
Whoop out loud! and throw my bat!
gunow-at-m and I‘mto?uol
em shadders anyw
I‘Yf::ldown and waller tgen,“
Axnd obleeged to you, at that!
—James Whitcombd Riley.
— "
Written for the Sunday Journsl.

Hide the Scars.

shadowed 1i bhere o'
%‘th mournful :‘:'t:hu o:l:lyi:n "
thsemane.

Your garden of

No longer sit from dusk till dawn,
With trembling lip and cheek of wan,
By sorrow’s stream—your Babylon.

Though grief ma: w heart in
Hide, hide the u’u':.uxm tears S

Take down your harps and play again,

Sing, t h the hours be sad and
Fo':.‘abw?yf mind the passing wlo?‘.
There's some one waiting for your song.

And lips compelled to drink the rue,
The bitterest that ever grew,
Still make no sign what e'er you do.

Smile, though your heart be full of dole,
Though smile your li~e control
Iso'era m

head

-bed in your soul.
Shroud, shround d.ldlndTnm
The sod above : all the while y pile

Some one is waiting for your smile.
Laugh and be gay, for this I know:

The world loves not the face of woe—

Loves not to see the tear-drops Sow.

And you who bear the sword and shield,
Whose hearts are but a battle-field,
Where neither side will ever yield,

Call you no roll when battle's done,
Make no report at set of sun;
The world cares not which side has won.

But, though your wounds be red
Boammyetthedsyhﬂeiuﬂn‘ i
To shroud your soul's unburied dead.

—Belle Bremer.

——e—
Written for the Indianapolis Journal,
On the Prairie,
Across the de rairie
momin:’wgad is borne,
Beyond the new-mown Layfields,
And through the tasseled corn.

Upon the silver-maples
It lifts the swinging leaves,
And steals a subtle sweetness
From rows of golden sheaves.

And in the sunny orchard

In erinkled, fringy clusters
The scariet poppies burn,

Where softly opening, eastward
The ydlfgz sunflowers turn.

And nib in the garden,
Between the cherry trees,
1 see a robber-rabbit

Among the pink sweet-peas.

While with a fitful fanning,
The lazy wind-mill swings,

About the bloomy peackes
A robin-redbreast sings.

And in the far horizon

» There dwells such tender hue,

These azure cornflower blossoms
Are not so sweet and blue.

—Evaleen Stein.

i
Written for the Sunday Journal.

To Ope in Sorrow.

The dainty rose I hold here in my hand :
With its fair tint and heart of perfume rare,
Found not its sweetness in a day or hour,
& Burst not in perfect splendor with no care.

Even as 1 look into its crimson heart
And breathe its odor rare it speaks to me,
Of rain and tempest, cruel snow and frost
And burning heat thro' which it came to be.

No perfect thing is won except thro' pain,
No soul retrieved save thro' repentant tears:
And somewhere in each humar heart there lies
A germ of youth unfaded by the years.

Oh, aching heart, that thro' 1
Hath borne so patiently life's heavy cross,
Look up with joy, remembering that the gain
Which shall be won o'erbalsnces the loss.

No voiceless prayer wrung from the depths of woe
as ever lifted heavenward in vain.
Sorrow endureth only for the night,
And joy is born from bitter pangs of pain.

And 80 rejoice even when you soerrow most,
For your redemption surely draweth near.
en you have won the crown of perfect faith
His loving hand shall banish every tear.
~Mrs. D. M. Jordan.
B
Written for the Sunday Journal,

Baflled.

Ah, would that I that baffling touch might know,
That oftentimes, as on a sounding-board,
Ntrikes in my soul a strange du-fn ebord;

That, grieving me with unremembered woe,

Yet hints as surely of some long
Glad life and jov, in golden -.:ﬁ oul?curod;
Till all my waking memory beats accord,

And throbs and strives to grasp and prove it so.

Baut still when most I feel its essence burn,

It sinks back fettered, with a nameleas pain;
Yet evermore I know it must return

With sense of truth, that battles to be plain;
And in this subtle eonsciousness, I yearn

For that full knowledge, which I seek in vain.

hours of woe

—Evaleon Steln.
—a—
What Is Rosewood?
Ft. Nicholss.
It has been » great te many young
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Here it is: When the tree is first cut, the fresh
wood exhales a very strong, rose-like f
which soon passes away, leaving no trace of the
peculiar odor. There are several varidties of
rosewood trees; the best, bowever, are those
found in Routh Ameriea and the East Indies,
and neig’ voring islands.
o

100 Pretty for Asbury Park.
New York Special.

The sociaty for the suppression of imvroper
bathing costumes at Aspury Park has scored a
great victory. Late yesterdsy afterncon a
comaely young woman, wearing a rather short
skirs, a decoliete waist, amd white stockings, got
into the surf before the watehtnl females on the

beach spied her. As soon as the unasually at-
tractive costume came within their angle of
vision, an officer was summoned and requested
to remove the shic young woman who wore it
The officer burried down to the water’s edge and
yelled nimseif hoaree in vain. The fascinating
oﬂndq;;;dsfhor saw ng hurd.u hin.h At the
sugRes of an Ocean Grove elder, who stopped
io his stroll on the beach to give vent to his ia-
dignation at the fair bather's impudence, a male
bather was persuaded to act as messenger and
fetch ber to the officer. When, amid wd of
grim old women and gaping young men, the
offending young eirl was told of the combplaints
entercd against the scacticess of her aoparel,
she blushed, burstinto tears, and then fled to
her bathing-bouse with the words: *“Why, I
wors it all last season at Rockaway.”
——li—
Haonah Is All Right

Kew York Tribune.

It is highly proper to pay a brief tribute of re-
spectful admiration to Miss Hannah Donovan,
of Boston, who, on Sunday last, rescued a young
man from drowning at Nantasket beach. From
the piazza of a cottage she saw his desperate
pligzht; acecoutered as she was in the huviliments
of fashion, she plunged into the water and swam
to his assistance, and kept him afloat until his
friends reached the spot in a boat. Moreover,
when he had been carried ashore it 'was she who
furnished the mneedful aleoholic stimulant. It
is to be hoped that the young man was worthy

of such a gallant rescue, but, however that may
be, we venture to obsarve with all doe defer-
ense that there doesn’s seem to be anything the
matter with Hannah.

e

American Girls and Peers. .
London Truth.
Lord Vernon will be rather surprised to find

his peerage described by a contemporary as “one
of the richest in England,’”” for it happens to be
iut the reverse, and the wealth of the present
ord comes from his wife, who was an American
beiress. It has been suggested as an argument
in favor of the retention of our peerage that it
ia. the means of attracting much American
money to England, owing to the transatiantie
heiresses marrying peers. There really is some-
thing in this; but the heiresses would be as ready
to marry peers were they deprived of their legis-
lative functions, provided that they were al-
lowed to retain their titles.

What a Time

People formerly had, trying to swallow
the old-fashioned pill with its film of
magnesia vainly disguising its bitter-
ness ; and what a confrast to Ayer’s
Pills, that have been well called *““ med-
icated sugar-plums’ —the only fear be-
ing that patients may be tempted into
taking too many at a dose. But the
directions are plain and should be
strictly followed.

J. T. Teller, M. D., of Chittenango,
N. Y., expresses exactly what hundreds
have written at greater length. He
says: ‘‘ Ayer’s Cathartic Pills are highly
appreciated. They are perfect in form
and coating, and their effects are all
that the most careful physician could
desire. They have supplanted all the
Pills formerly popular here, and I think
it must be long before any other can
be made that will at all compare with
them. Those who buy your pills get
full value for their money."”

“Safe, pleasant, and certaln in
their action,” is the concise testimony
of Dr. George E. Walker, of Martins-
ville, Virginia.

“ Ayer’s Pills outsell all similar prep-
arations. The public having once used
them, will have no others.” — Berry,
Venable & Collier, Atlanta, Ga.

Ayer’s Pills,
Prepared by Dr.J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mases,
Sold by all Dealers in Medicine,

INDIANAPOLIS

BUSINESS DIRECTORY.

THE CIGAR FOR AN
“Old Campaigner,”

fUMAD

SCHNULL & KRAG

Manafacturers’ Agents,

INDIANAPOLIS.

5¢ dtraight.

Full Value.  No Schemes.

CAMPAIGN WORK!

Portraits, caricatures, mottoes, trans-
parencies, etc., executed in the highest
style of the art.

Designs furnished for telling campaign
pictures and mottoes.

Visitors from abroad invited to call and
see work and get estimates.

Also, all kinds of sign work done to or-
der. Brass signs a specialty.

CLEVELAND SIGN CO

18 South Meridian St
ADAMS & EMRICH,
UONDERTAKERS

Funaral Diractors and Practical Embalmers.
Office and warerooms, 45 N. Illinois st. Telephone 174,

NEW PLANING MILL

New and improved maehinery and dry kiln. all first
class. Allwork done in the best manner saad with
great promptness. Prices as lowas the lowest
Call or send for estimates on all kinds of work. Large
stock of Dry Lumber and Shingles,

. C: FOSTER LUMBER (O

404 to 420 N. Mississippi St. Telep hone 254.
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DEALERS IN

COFFEES, TEAS and FANCY
GROCERIES,

SPICE-GRINDERS, and manufacturars of BAEKING
POWDER,
31 and 33 East Maryland Street.

ELLIOTT & BUTLER,
NO. 3 EATNA BUILDING.
ABSTRACTS OF TITLES

R STANDARD
EMINGTON TYPEWRITER

-
P

......

|  Wae guarantee the superiority of onr machnes, and
giveevery gurchner the privi of returaing them
within 30 days for full price paid, if not satisfactory
in every respect.

We carry a complete stoek of Linen Papers and all
supplies for Writing Machipes.

WYCKOFF, SEAMANS & BENEDICT,

51 North Pennsylvania St., Indianapolis, Ind.

GAS FIXTURES

BARGAINS

Offered to reduce stock. You will miss it it
you do not examine our stock before buyirg.

ANESHAENSEL & STRONG

81 and 83 North Pennsylvania St.

ATKIN E. 0. & CO, Manufscturers and

Repairers of CIRCULAR, CROSS-

CUT, BAND and all other
Belting, E;ry Wheels S A W S
and Mill Supplies. .
Illinois Street, one square south Usion Depot.

Satisfaction Guaranteed

DR. CULBERTSON'S
EYE, EAR, NOSE AXND

THROAT

INSTITUTE,
363% West Washington st.
Spectacles and artificial Eyes adjusted

JENNEY ELECTRIC CO.

Manufacturers and Contractors

ELECTRIC LIGHTING APPARATUS

% INDIANAPOLIS, IND.

Hadley Shoe Factory,

—— MANUFACTURER OF —

LADIES', MISSES' AND CHILDREN'S

Shoes made acecrding to standard measursments
adopted by Chicago convention.
Honest work and the best of material used in making

Shoes. Orders from the trade solicited.

79 and 83 S. Pennsylvania St.

BELTING
And ENERY WHEELS

« = SPECIALTIES OF —
W. B. BARRY SAW AND SUPPLY CO,
132 and 134 South Pennsylvania St
All kinds of Saws repaired,

-

1 Chandler & Taylor's
e T WINGINES

Are strong, well-built and serviceable, and cost no
more than ordinary engines.

J. E. BODINE & CO

Wholesale Dealers in

BARBERS SUPPLIES

Write for Catalogua. 29 Circle St., Indianapolis.

E. H. ELDRIDGE & CO.

LUMBER,

Shingles, Sash, Doors and Blinds.

N W, Cor. Alabams and Maryland Sts

Nordyke & Marmon Co. Estsb, 1‘851
FOUNDEESAND MAGHINGIS

ng, Belting, Boltin
pleaning Machinery, Middlings purifiers,
Portable Mills, etc., ote. Take strest-cars
for stockysrds

INDIANAPOLIS | PARROTT & TAGGART

STOVE CO.j  wholeue
Musutacturers of sroves BAK ER S.

and Horrow Wane, _Nos.l
85 and 87 South Meridian!| Crackers, Bread and
| Caxes

streel.

NEW YORK STEAM DENTAL CO.

From $4, 85, ‘ﬁ'ﬁ.“’
to $50 per set. All of
fine dental work at reduced

ices. Fine gold flling at
‘Tndupwui Silver and
n-.-:g-.n. 50 and 7S5e.
Teeth extracted for 23a.

Bs tod. Fifteen vyear's experience. A P.
Hﬂmﬂ“'r, Kootas 3 and 4 Grand Opers-house.

. UBLE,
$250 SINGLE ___50'02_“ o

C. J. GARDNER'S
BEEF REFRIGERATOR

Kentucky Avenus, near Vandalia Round-house.

Only refrigerators of any capasity in city. Fresh
meats preserved for wukl.y Choicest "M',dﬂ

CONSTOCK & CO0YSE | SOLOMON'S
WOOD, CHAIN SWOOD-|__ (Evablishad 18080

197& 199 8. Merid. St
{Established 1 /
EN FORCE PUMPS,; deal- 25 SOUTH ILLINOIS 8%
ers in lron Pipal Driven- corner of Pearl.
well Points and all Drivea- Money advanced onall artl

'
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